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      Shinto Temple, just outside Higashi Village, Northern Okinawa, Japan, twelve years previously

      

      “That’s it, Snow-san, feel the air current under your fingers,” Sensei Daichi said, as he mirrored her slow movements.

      He stopped what he was doing and circled the eight-year-old’s body, crouched low, back straight, swaying her arms in a gentle wave while she carried out her slow-motion Kata.

      “See … feel … hear … smell. Use all your senses to feed your mind, Snow-san.”

      “I hear the birds, Sensei,” little Isla said, smiling with her eyes tightly closed.

      Sensei Daichi silently and swiftly moved to the opposite side of her and she instantly adjusted her stance to the direction he had gone.

      Like lightning, he lunged at her with his hand. She dodged her head sideways by a hair’s-breadth and countered with a kick that he caught in his hand and held it so she wobbled to remain upright.

      “Quicker, Snow-san. Never leave yourself vulnerable.” Sensei Daichi let her little bare foot go and moved slowly, turning around her again while she continued with her Kata. “What do you feel, Snow-san?”

      She thought for a moment as she continued to slice the air slowly with her arms. “I feel the wind from the north of the village, Sensei.”

      Very carefully, Sensei Daichi lifted a staff from the ground and struck at Isla’s shin to take the leg from under her. She jumped and leapt away, then resumed her stance and Kata again.

      “And what can you see, Snow-san?”

      “I see the pineapple trees and flowing rivers of Kyushu, Sensei.”

      “That is good, Snow-san. Your place of peace will be with you always, no matter what trials you face.”

      Isla was a little troubled at the thought. What trials could she possibly face? Her life here in Higashi was tranquil and happy.

      Just as her concentration wandered, she realized that the lesson hadn’t ended when she felt a tentacle of mental pressure from Sensei creep through her first barrier of consciousness. Quickly, she sent up a grille and refused him entry.

      “Work on your mental blocks, Snow-san. Never leave your pathways open. Your mind is your sanctuary; if you guard it well, it will always be your retreat.”

      She felt disappointed that she had fallen down on such a basic part of her training.

      “Open your eyes, Snow-san, and come and sit.”

      Isla stood up straight and padded over to the cushions in reds and oranges arranged at the end of the open-sided temple. She crossed her legs and rested her arms on her thighs.

      The elderly sensei joined her, his old bones complaining as he lowered himself down to sit opposite her. “Tomorrow we leave this place, Snow-san.”

      Surprise and fear flickered across her face. She had lived here at the temple ever since she could remember and loved the sensei dearly, like a father. “Where are we to go, Sensei?” she asked cautiously.

      “For the next chapter of your destiny, we journey to America.”

      Her eyes went wide. “Are you coming with me, Sensei?”

      “It is my destiny to stay with you as long as I live, Snow-san.”

      She smiled, relieved. Maybe it will be like an adventure. She would have hated to be parted from the elderly monk.

      “You must stop that, Snow-san,” he reprimanded.

      Her face fell. “Stop what, Sensei?”

      “You reveal your heart on your face.” Despite his stern words, he looked kindly at her. “A smile, a look of love or longing, you give yourself away. An enemy has control when they know what you love.”

      Isla stared at him, thinking that he was talking more in riddles than usual today.

      “You cannot trust everyone as you can here at the temple, Snow-san.”

      “But how will I know who I can trust, Sensei?”

      “You will not know, but your heart will tell you eventually. A great destiny awaits you, Snow-san. You will marry and he will be like you in many ways … one of our people. He will be of the sea.”

      Her heart beat wildly. That was what her heart wanted more than anything. She’d spied on the courting young women of the village. To find a boy just like her would be a dream come true.

      

      The next day, the two of them gathered their few belongings; they didn’t own much, having no need of material possessions at the temple, and made the journey from Okinawa to Kadena, the military base where a plane would take them to a facility in Montana, USA.

      The journey was long and tiring, but eventually they landed and walked down the steps of the plane. Isla held the sensei’s hand. He must have felt a little of what she felt as he allowed it.

      The place smelled funny to her. No smells of ripe pineapple or fragrant flowers. They entered the building, which was grey and square like a large box – a far cry from the ornate red wooden buildings of home. A tall, grey, distinguished-looking gentleman met them with two large soldiers in uniform. He bowed and Sensei bowed after in greeting, so Isla did the same. He smiled at her.

      “Good day, Sensei. Welcome to America. I am Duke Ormond Delissi. We met many years ago; eight to be exact,” he said in an accent like he was singing, and smiled at Isla again.

      “I remember it well, as if it were yesterday,” her sensei answered.

      “Welcome, Isla,” the duke said directly to her.

      She bowed again, as regally as she could.

      The duke seemed amused. “Come, I will escort you to your new home. I hope you will be happy here, even though it is only temporary.”

      He led them into a small meeting room where two men in suits met them. Apart from the two soldiers that accompanied them, there didn’t seem to be anyone else in the building.

      The duke introduced them as Special Agents assigned to her care; whatever they were. Everything felt overwhelming and strange.

      “Is there anything you wish to ask me before I go, Isla?”

      She grasped Sensei’s hand tighter than ever and looked up at him, then back at the duke. “When do I get to go home?” She knew it was a question that she shouldn’t have asked, but she guessed it was her last opportunity and he seemed such a kindly man.

      The duke smiled apologetically at her. “Not for a few years yet and then you will meet your family,” he said brightly.

      Hiding her disappointment wasn’t easy. That was a very long time before she could go back to Japan.

      Before Isla knew it, the duke bowed again and took his leave. She would wait another ten long years before she met him again. The question of how much he knew of what went on in that room after he left would never be far from her thoughts.

      

      Everything went quiet except for the ticking of a large plastic clock on the wall. She would never forget it. There were no clocks in the temple. It came to symbolize the time her life ended. The clock became the rhythm of her life. Light and shade, loud and soft, happy and sad, love and hate, they all faded into mediocrity.

      Two loud pops were all it took to change everything. Her sensei doubled over and collapsed on the floor. Her shock was so profound that she didn’t move a muscle. She didn’t cry. She looked straight ahead of her while the two soldiers dragged his body away.

      The two men who’d met them walked forward. One of their mouths moved, but she didn’t understand or hear what he said. It was as though someone had turned off the sound.

      Never show what you love. Never show what you love, she repeated like a mantra.
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      Outskirts of Milan, Italy, four years previously

      Isla sat, dressed completely in black, in the SUV parked in the narrow lane.

      “Now, Isla, you go in over the wall, across the field and over the perimeter fence. There are dogs … here.” Her handler, Christophe, passed her a small bag of cubed meat. “Follow the plans I showed you. You have them memorized?”

      She nodded.

      “You disable the alarm here.” He pointed at the sheet of paper open over her lap. “You go up the servants’ staircase and along the landing. You will know the door. You will feel it. That is the door you must enter. That is the person you must eliminate. Are we clear?”

      She nodded. It was nothing unusual, except the part about knowing the door. That was strange. She didn’t have any more time to give it much thought before Christophe looked at his watch. “Thirty minutes, that’s all you have before contingency action is taken.”

      “Okay.” She wasn’t sure what contingency action was yet; she’d never tested it out, but she suspected it had something to do with the implant she had in her neck. In it was a lethal dose of venom, making it impossible for her to run or make an escape. She opened the door quietly and slipped outside into the night.

      “Thirty minutes,” Christophe reminded her as the door closed and she bounded over the wall.

      A short sprint across the field and she was at the perimeter fence. A quick assessment showed nothing too taxing, no barbed wire or electricity. She took two steps back and leapt up, grabbing the top, swinging a leg and over she went, landing softly on her feet in a crouch.

      She ran low in the direction of the large rustic villa. Almost there and she heard the growl. A sleek black Doberman baring its teeth and drooling, two more were creeping up alongside it.

      Quickly, she flashed a picture directly to their minds of a fierce dog gnashing its teeth. It stopped them dead with a yelp. She took out the bag of meat from her utility belt and spread the cubes on the floor. They were soon eating the meat laced with something to knock them out.

      Creeping slowly around the walls of the house, she found her way to the back, where the pantry was situated. She cut a hole in the gauze in the small window and climbed inside. The beeping told her she had ten seconds to disable the alarm. It was tucked away between a wall and the freezer. She quickly snipped the two wires inside the box and the beeping stopped.

      She looked at her watch. Only four minutes had passed. She breathed and quickly thought of the countryside of Kyushu and the soft summer breezes that blew through the leaves of the pineapples. As always, her pulse slowed and she breathed easier, continuing her progress through the house, taking the route just as Christophe said.

      Today, her objective was to kill a son of the Florianna family. She never asked why; that wasn’t her concern. Sometimes she was sent into a situation to steal or to place surveillance equipment – it varied.

      Briefly, she wondered what this person had done, but then reminded herself that there were worse things than dying, like living this half-life she lived, for instance. The only thing that kept her going was her sensei’s promise that one day she would meet her husband – someone just like her.

      The landing stretched ahead of her at the top of the stairs with doors on either side. Slowly, she made her way with her eyes closed, feeling her way and branching out with her mind. Her small black dance slippers made no sound at all.

      She faltered. What was that? Her throat felt like it was closing up. She looked at her watch. Only six minutes had gone. It couldn’t be the implant. She shook her head. Perspiration beaded on her forehead and top lip.

      Just get it over with. Do the job and get out.

      Her hand went to the brass doorknob and she stealthily entered the room. The small bedside lamp was on, creating an orange glow. She could have done with it being dark really; her night vision was excellent and she would rather not let her victim see her.

      Slowly, she made her way to the lump under the sheet on the bed. At three-thirty in the morning, it was little surprise that the target was sleeping. Her vision blurred momentarily. She shook her head to clear it, then made her way to the bed, pulling her large hunting knife from its holster strapped around her torso. Her speciality was assassination at close quarters.

      Isla halted at the bottom of the bed and her eyes tracked up the sleeping body. He was lying on his back. Just a sheet covered him to the waist.

      Silent and as light as a cat, she crawled onto the bed. Nearer and nearer, even managing to put a leg over his sleeping form until she straddled him, edging slowly forward to put the knife close to his neck for the kill stroke, swift and painless.

      It was unclear what distracted her, the beautiful coffee-dark skin stretched over the muscled physique, calmly moving up and down with soft breaths.  Or was it the swirls and arcs in black ink that reminded her so much of the monks from her childhood?

      Her eyes scanned up to his face. Like a statue, the hard lines and angles of his jaw and cheekbones begged to be touched. His hair was so black it shone blue in the light.

      She had an overwhelming urge to touch him; more than that, she wanted to put her lips next to his skin to smell and taste it. Her reaction baffled her; never had she had such a physical reaction to anyone in her life before. Her pulse was racing, something she had full control over as a rule.

      The impulse was irresistible and she palmed her knife in the other hand and ever so slowly reached out the tips of her fingers towards the beautiful face.

      His eyes slowly opened.

      

      Malleven had turned up the previous afternoon for a prearranged rendezvous with his cousin, Cesaré Florianna. They were supposed to be going out together to celebrate finishing their training with his uncle and sowing their wild oats before they both went off to Cambridge.

      Cesaré had got sidetracked and not come home at all last night. Malleven would bet his life on him being with a woman; he was like a dog in heat. He wasn’t too bothered. Cesaré’s oldest brother, Sandro, had told him to sleep in his bed as the guest rooms were being refurbished.

      He’d always been a light sleeper, but was even more so the more practised he got in the black arts and increased his knowledge of the evil that lurked when you slept and were unaware. So when the slight click of the door tapped in his subconscious, his brain tripped awake.

      Malleven decided to lie still and wait till whoever it was came close to striking range. He was a master in meditation and so he slowed his heart rate down to give no indication that he was awake.

      Excitement bubbled up in him when he felt someone very light and skilled in the art of stealth creep up onto his bed. The audacity astounded him. The urge to take a peek was almost overwhelming. And when they straddled him without transferring any weight onto him, the blood surged to his cock as he thought of the games he would play with this would-be assassin before he killed them. The wait was all the more erotic when he felt their eyes rake over his semi-naked body, then inch closer to his neck before pausing again.

      He was just about to flip them over to dominate them when a wave of nausea hit him and his eyes swam as he opened them slowly and rested them on the most beautiful female he had ever seen. Her blonde hair was scraped back from her pale-cream face and her large staring eyes were the colour of clearest water.

      She didn’t move to action either. In fact, when he relaxed under her, she slowly rested her suspended weight onto him and they studied each other.

      “You’d better do something with that knife, before I do something to you.”

      She didn’t answer, but a beautiful blush entered her pale cheeks.

      Malleven couldn’t help but move his eyes to the huge knife she held in her left hand. Slowly, he moved his arm to take it from her loose fingers and dropped it over the edge of the bed.

      “Tell me, is it me or the owner of the room you have come to kill?” his Italian voice purred. He was intrigued. She was too skilled to be merely a jealous or spurned girlfriend. This was no ordinary woman; in fact, a quick assessment told him she was little more than a teenager.

      A micro expression and he noticed it. “Ah, Cesaré … well, his loss is my gain,” he said, quietly.

      His brilliant mind was quickly working out and doing the maths. Why would someone be trying to kill his cousin? Was it possible? Could she be one of the fabled Sirens they all awaited and searched for? Blast, his divining ring that could have identified her was in bits at home while he used it for his experiments. With five Sirens in the world, one for a prince in each of the five families, a Human or another family’s plot to kill Atlantean princes was highly likely; they all sought the upper hand.

      What better assassin than a Siren? His strong physical reaction to her, despite taking Elixir, was suspicious even without his ring.

      His hands were holding both of hers. “Why did you hesitate? I doubt you have had that problem before?” He yanked her closer to his face.

      She hitched a breath when she found her face was within inches of his, but didn’t struggle.

      Malleven had a Siren in his bed, the object of his wildest dreams, and there was no way she was going to escape, not until he allowed her.

      

      He was pulling her closer to his mouth and all she could do was shift her eyes from it to his eyes and back again. What power was this? Why couldn’t she just kill him like so many targets before? She got the assignment, did the training and got the job done. Something this time had stopped her. But this wasn’t the one, he’d just told her so… that meant this guy wasn’t the target. She would just have to go back to her handler and tell him she had to abort the mission.

      As she’d been running things through her head, he had continued to pull her closer until her mouth was nearly on his. She could feel his hot breath. Despite her training, her heart rate was hammering, and she was hot – so hot.

      “Your body heats for me,” he said, right next to her mouth. His voice rumbled through his chest, pressed against her breasts.

      Yes, it did heat right from the centre of her – at her core. Between her legs, she ached. What was wrong with her? It was as though she would combust at any moment. And yet she didn’t want to hurt him. She wanted to be pressed closely like this. Interaction with her was forbidden; her only contact was with her handler. “Touch me …” she whispered.

      No sooner were the words out of her mouth than he covered it with his own and she was crushed against his body. His arms came around her back and into her hair and he pulled her to him.

      It was sensation overload. His mouth moved against hers until his tongue pushed against her closed lips and entered – more than that, he invaded her mouth as if he owned it.

      It felt like every inch of him was in contact and moved against her. His arms pinned her tightly, but his hands roamed her back, then ventured down to her buttocks, where he kneaded and massaged. Every sensation was like a blissful pain that shot straight to her womb and pooled between her legs. And when he moved his fingers lower and felt her inner thigh through her tight leggings and touched the heat of her, she dissolved into him.

      My god, she panted. It was impossible to breathe. He seemed to sense her weakness and adeptly rolled her over and was on top of her before she knew it. He deepened the kiss and pushed his hips into her parted legs so she could feel him hard against her, moving in a steady rhythm. He had her helplessly pinned, but it was good. “So good,” she moaned. Her cheeks were on fire.

      His mouth left hers and he lifted his head. “You are too hot. Do they keep you in the water?”

      Isla nodded. “Some of the time.” She could have told him that at the age of eight, she’d been held under water to the point of drowning to see if she could breathe the water, but that felt irrelevant at that moment. She was feverish and delirious and unable to lie still. All she wanted was to feel relief.

      She groaned as his weight left her and her eyes followed his beautiful naked body as he left the bed. A dark, dangerous Adonis covered in the markings she remembered so well. His huge erection was standing proud of his body; she couldn’t take her eyes from it. The first she had ever seen and it didn’t scare her in the slightest.

      He went over to a dressing table where there was a collection of bottles of various colours and sizes, looked at the labels of a few and chose two. Then he picked up a glass and poured the two together, took a couple of sips and came back to the bed. “Here, drink this.”

      Isla sat up and looked at it warily. Could it kill her? No, he had drunk some.

      “Here, take it. I want to fuck you, not kill you … even though I should.”

      Her face went a darker shade of crimson with his words. She wasn’t worldly, but she wasn’t stupid. She could deduce what he intended to do, and her heart sped even faster. Her hand reached out to the glass, whether it was a good idea or not, she took it and knocked it back.

      “Good … When will they expect you back?”

      “Straightaway,” she whispered. “They are parked a couple of kilometres away. I was allocated thirty minutes.” She glanced down at her watch. “No more than twenty minutes left.”

      When she looked back at him, his eyes bored into hers shrewdly. “You have never been touched?”

      She stared at him, shook her head and lowered her eyes.

      “We’d better make it count then.”

      And he pushed her back against the pillows and joined her on the bed again so half of his weight rested on her. She found she was powerless to resist his touch.

      Whatever he had given her was working as she could feel herself cooling down. However, she had no time to acclimatize as he rolled back on top of her, unclipped her knife holster and whipped her black jersey up over her head.

      She held her breath as he gently lowered the strap on her black bra low enough to expose the top of her breast so he could kiss down her neck and down to the soft, plump flesh. Then he pulled the triangle down and placed his mouth over her tight peak. He toyed with it between his lips and his teeth and drew it deeply into his mouth as he sucked. The sensation drove her wild and she found her own hips moving into his in rhythm. He moved his head, nipping and kissing to give the same attention to the other breast.

      Her body was melting, her womb contracting and she needed something so badly. She couldn’t bear it. “You’re killing me,” she moaned.

      She felt him grin, her nipple still in his mouth. “I promise I won’t hurt you … not unless you want me to?” And he lifted his body slightly and pulled down her leggings and, without warning or permission, her knickers came off as well until she lay completely naked before him.

      His eyes grazed over her as she lay there, relaxed. She felt no shame, not only because she had been prodded and poked by doctors and scientists since she was eight years old, but this was different. Her eyes felt lazy and were half shut, but every nerve-ending was alive and buzzing. It was the first time she had felt alive in a long while.

      When his mouth came down on hers again, she was ready and opened straightaway for him, swirling her tongue with his. He growled his approval. “You learn quickly … I like that.” And his hand stroked down her body. It meandered and teased until it reached the soft curls between her legs. “What is your name?” he breathed, next to her lips.

      “Isla … Isla Snow,” she gasped.

      “My snowflake,” he whispered. “Open your legs and let me touch you.”

      It wasn’t a request for permission and she opened them slightly.

      He smiled down at her, looking her deep in the eyes while his fingers probed and stroked her delicate folds.

      Isla gazed up at him, her breathing ragged. She realized that his eyes weren’t black at all, but the deepest blue she’d ever seen.  She groaned again as he circled his finger, gathering her wetness, travelling from her tight bud down to her entrance and pushing a little at a time. She found herself panting for more.

      When two of his fingers entered her, he smothered her cries with his mouth. She thought he was killing her, her heart raced so. He gave her little respite as he travelled with his mouth down her body, hovering over each breast to lavish them with attention and went on further until his tongue pushed between her legs.

      He pulled her leg up so her foot was flat on the bed for better access and continued to circle and lap with his tongue while he touched her deeply with his fingers. Just as she thought she would die, he came back up her body and stared into her eyes as if deciding on something. “You will bleed if I fuck you, Isla … will your handler know?”

      Isla was breathing hard, insane with a need she didn’t understand. God, she needed him to do something. “Yes, but I don’t care … Please … Please help me?” It was an exquisite torture.

      He said no more but moved quickly and plunged his mouth to her core and sucked the little bud into his mouth, rolling his tongue over and over it.

      She called out, “Help me…” not able to contain it any longer. Heat radiated to her lips, chest, core and down her legs to her toes in a wonderful explosion. She found herself pushing her hips up to meet his mouth as he worked her with his tongue, wringing every last sensation out of her. Just when she could bear it no more, he plunged his tongue into her and pushed and lapped until she screamed.

      His kissing slowed to a gentle licking until he nipped her thigh and crept back up her body to reach her face. He leaned up on an elbow and pushed her wayward hair out of her eyes and mouth.

      Isla gazed up at him, not yet able to speak; her chest still rising and falling with exertion. “What have you done to me?” she whispered, eventually.

      He smiled down at her with satisfaction. “Your first orgasm, Snowflake.”

      “I thought you were going to fuck me?”

      He laughed out loud.

      

      Malleven looked down into Isla’s beautiful, flushed face, completely satiated with her release. He’d made the decision not to fuck her, as he didn’t want her handler to find out she had been deflowered and endanger her position. And he guessed she was a little too young, not that he didn’t want to.

      It was in that instant that his plans crystallized in his mind. The stars had told him Sirens were on the earth in this generation. It had always been an ambition to take one as his, but now he knew where to find one when he was ready. Besides, this one needed to be with her people; she would die if they continued to cage her like an animal.

      The appearance of Sirens marked the dawn of a new Atlantean Kingdom and he suspected the Human governments must have been trying to ruin it before it began. There were five Sirens, each destined to mate with a prince from one of the five royal families. Fleetingly, he wondered if this one were for his – the Florianna.

      The first prince to find his fated Siren would be king. Despite being too minor a prince to be officially recognised as king, no matter what he did, he would obtain all five. He wasn’t exactly sure how yet, but he would make it his life’s work, as with them all, no one could challenge him, Human or Atlantean alike.

      “Do you know what you are, Isla?” he asked, pulling her up and off the bed to stand up.

      “I know I am not like other women.”

      Malleven led her to the small adjoining bathroom and switched on the shower, careful not to wet her hair or use any strong-smelling soap. He washed her, taking special care between her legs.

      It wasn’t that he was a particularly caring male, but he was safeguarding his investment and following a hunch. He groaned his approval as he watched her black bands begin to emerge all over her body. He twirled her around to study them. “Ah, Isla, simply stunning.” Then he turned her back to face him and put his own dark-brown arm next to hers, and watched as her eyes went wide when she realized that similar bands were appearing all over him.

      Her hands rubbed over them, over his chest and he allowed it, smiling, turning to show her his back. “You see, Isla, we are the same. You should be with your people, you should be with me.” To seal it like an oath, he pulled her to him and kissed her.

      “Can I stay with you now?”

      Malleven smiled at her. She delighted him in her naivety. “No, Snowflake. It is too soon, and you are too young.”

      Her eyes fell, but he pulled her chin back up with his finger.

      “I will die there,” she said, with a resigned hopelessness.

      He turned off the shower, wrapped her in a towel and another around his waist. Then he gathered up her things. Hard by nature, he couldn’t understand the knot he felt in his chest for the first time. It simply wasn’t logical. He usually preferred males anyway.

      Soon she was dressed, and the last thing he passed her was her hunting knife. “I am glad you weren’t hasty with this.” He was teasing, but his voice remained stern.

      She wiped her eyes quickly with her hand.

      He didn’t fully understand the compulsion but pulled her to him. “Listen to me, Snowflake, I will do all in my power to set you free so you can be with me, okay?”

      She nodded, like a child placated. “I’ll be waiting.”

      Quickly, he grabbed her wrist. “Shit, are you overdue?”

      She glanced at her watch anxiously. “Well over ten minutes.”

      “What will they do?”

      Her hand went to her neck. “I’m not sure. I have an implant.”

      “Poison?”

      “Yes, I think so.”

      Malleven closed his eyes and searched her aura for any impurities. Nothing. He opened his eyes again. “There is nothing yet … You must go, Snowflake, but I cannot leave you with your memories, I daren’t for fear they will extract them and learn of me.”

      A look of dismay crossed her face. “What? I won’t remember you … tonight?”

      He shook his head ruefully. “It won’t be for long. I will restore them, I promise.”

      She swallowed and slowly looked into his eyes. He put the gentlest touch on each of her temples, with his thumbs at the centre of her forehead. “Wait …”

      He paused.

      “You didn’t tell me your name?”

      He relaxed and smiled. “Malleven … my name is Malleven.” And he concentrated and centered his energy. His hand waved across her eyes. “Go,” he said, surprisingly reluctant. He watched her slip out of the door and back the way she came.

      

      Rough hands grabbed her waist as she went feet first through the pantry window. She almost yelped. She was spun round on landing, with her knife already in hand. “Christophe?” she breathed.

      “Where the fuck were you? You’ve been gone nearly an hour.”

      She paused for a second as an image of a beautiful, dark male slammed into her brain, then went as quickly as it came. “The target wasn’t home. I had to hide in a cupboard; the family awoke.”

      “Come on, let’s get out of here.”

      She ran with him to the perimeter fence, but was aware of his suspicious eyes on her the whole time as they walked briskly across the field back to the parked car.

      It had been a close shave, for what she was unsure, but she would work it out when she got back to the facility and privacy.
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      Tia Storm, New York, present day

      Dante Dubonnetti, the king, sauntered into the New York bar with two of his water nymphs. It was late, he was tired and his nerves were shot, knowing he was going to have the confrontation with Tia – his wife – that had been a long time coming. He dreaded it and welcomed it in equal measure; after all, it had been almost a year since he’d seen her.

      He couldn’t believe that she had been back for weeks and still hadn’t presented him with his two children. No, she and Jay (his best friend), who were bound and also had a child together, had been shacked up in Barbados playing happy fucking families while he waited. Enough was enough.

      His nymphs linked arms with him on either side. They were a welcome distraction, as he had no emotional attachment to them and that suited him just fine, given his total preoccupation with Tia Storm, his Siren and most compatible mate in the world. He couldn’t handle any more complications in his life. They were perfectly happy receiving only physical gratification, allowing him to forget Tia and Jay, if only for a short time.

      Dante paused at the entrance of the VIP bar. A quick scan and he knew the place was full of Santalinis; another Atlantean royal family, otherwise known as the Honourable Guard, or special forces of the race. At least they were well guarded and not taking risks.

      It didn’t take long for his eyes to home in on the objects of his impromptu visit. Across the bar, Jay was sitting on a barstool with Tia standing facing him between his knees, her arms around his neck, passing ice cubes between their mouths. Every now and then, she would laugh, tossing back her head and Jay would lean forward and kiss her exposed throat with cold lips.

      Dante swallowed at the intimacy of it. It was their private time together and they were completely oblivious to him. The glimpse into their world did nothing to improve the place he was at. He was dog-tired. The bond he and Tia shared needed replenishing, necessary every few months and it was way overdue. Jay, on the other hand, was the picture of health, having received the gift of Tia’s spirit, no doubt, every time they made love. He gritted his teeth and resolved to stick to the reason of his visit.

      Just at that moment, Tia glanced across the L-shaped bar and saw him. It was inevitable that she would sense him there. Their bond would forever make it so.

      Quickly, she whispered an excuse to Jay and scurried off to escape him before he could approach. Dante took a breath and walked slowly over to Jay, his friend and brother, whom he loved almost as much as Tia.

      Jay swivelled around on his stool as he spotted him walking over. Stepping down, he pulled Dante into an embrace as soon as he got close enough.

      Dante clapped his back and kissed his friend’s shoulder, getting a grip on his emotions.

      “Dante!” Jay said, pleased to see him.

      “Jay, man, how ya doing?”

      “Good.” Jay was already assessing the two water babes he had with him, and raised his eyebrows at him for an intro.

      “This is Anthea and Elisse,” Dante said, grinning.

      Jay nodded, smiling, straightaway getting their appeal. Dante had already told him about them. He leaned towards them and kissed them both on the cheek.

      “She’s avoiding me?” Dante said, in sad resignation.

      “I told her she can’t keep it up,” Jay said.

      “Will you entertain these two for five minutes, Jay? I must speak with her.”

      “Sure.” Although he shook his head, knowing the drill. Shit was going to get ugly.

      Dante left Jay and strode across the room to a corridor that led out to the cloakroom and loos. Feeling with his bond, although now weak, it didn’t take him long to track her to a dead end with a fire escape chained shut.

      He came up behind her while she faced the door, shaking the handle in frustration. She was like a naughty child facing the corner. “Tia.”

      She shook her head and refused to reply.

      “Tia … you will speak to me. Turn around.” He was just inches away now, breathing down on the top of her head. “Turn around and look at me, Tia.”

      “No.”

      “No? … What childishness is this? Don’t make me have to force you … I expect you to present my children to me, and re-pledge. I’ve given you plenty of space and you fuck me off like this, Tia … I’ve only got so much patience … Look. At. Me!”

      She turned around into the shadow of his body, her eyes still looking at the floor.

      He put his forefinger under her chin and gently pulled her face up to look into his eyes. “You think avoiding me is going to help, Tia? It is impossible … we get sick … we’re trapped.”

      All the while he spoke, his lips travelled down the side of her face, his eyes closed while he breathed in her wonderful scent he’d missed for so long.

      “No!” she shouted and ducked under his arm, walking purposefully back to the VIP lounge where she’d left Jay.

      Dante sagged in defeat and wearily followed her, knowing what she would find. He stopped right behind her at the threshold of the room and rested his hands on her shoulders. There, as he expected, was Jay with a girl draped either side of him, preening, caressing, and whispering in his ear, while he sat on the stool she’d left him on. He let her have a good few moments to get the full impact of the view.

      He felt her shoulders rise and fall with her expanding diaphragm as her anger built, then watched as she flew at the group at the bar.

      No introductions were made before Tia grabbed the redhead by the hair and flung her sideways. Screaming at the other, she backhanded her, sending her reeling, but the momentum of the strike made her spin and stumble and she was grabbed around her middle and gripped tight while her arms and legs flailed and kicked. Several of the guards surrounded them, including Keenan, her sister’s mate, but none of them could do a thing to intervene with Dante there – the king.

      Struggling and scratching, she ripped at the familiar heavily tattooed arms holding her like a vice.

      Dante gently touched her forehead, stilling her with his mental energy. It took a lot of effort, not just because he was weak at the moment, but he hated seeing her hurt. Easy, he projected straight to her mind so no one else could hear. Stop this nonsense, Tia … Relax.

      She visibly relaxed and flopped her head back against Jay’s chest and neck.

      When Dante was satisfied that the fight had gone out of her, he addressed Jay. “She will come straight to Ireland, and she will bring my children to be presented to me and pledge as she is meant to.”

      Jay’s face remained impassive, as if he’d been expecting the showdown. “I’ll bring her.”

      “Good.” Dante sighed and inclined his head for the two nymphs, who were straightening themselves out, to follow him, then he walked out.

      Fuck, his heart was beating. She always forced him into these fucking confrontations. But for what little he expected of her, she would comply.

      

      Tia slid down Jay’s body when he released her, confident that her brain had tripped back online.

      Slowly, she turned with clenched fists ready to pummel Jay’s chest, but as she lifted them to strike, he grabbed her wrists fast. “Pack it in, Tia,” he said, low and deliberate. “Save that shit for Dante.”

      She gave him the filthiest of looks, pulled out of his grip and flounced off to the exit. Not caring whether she had an escort or not, she rushed out into the street. Their limo was waiting. She got in and shifted to the furthest corner, as far away from Jay as possible, when he followed and slipped into the back seat.

      Her head leaned on the window and she watched everyone begin to leave the club and get into their cars. Keenan and Lacy (her sister) went to another car, despite travelling there with them, probably to give them some space.

      Reeve, another of the guards, got in next to Jay, as they weren’t allowed to travel without security, making the atmosphere doubly awkward.

      While they travelled in silence, she scowled over at Jay periodically.

      Jay remained infuriatingly silent until eventually he turned his attention to her. “I don’t know why you let him play you like that, Tia.”

      She was quiet for a beat. “What?” she said, flabbergasted. “I just wanted us to be happy, just me, you and the kids.” She felt wounded. She was fighting for them for fuck’s sake.

      “You can’t blame him for wanting to see his kids,” Jay said.

      She glared at him and fumed. How did all this fucking end up her fault? He was the one standing there with girls draped all over him.

      “You can’t see how he set that situation up?” Jay continued.

      Tia frowned in confusion – everything had happened so fast. “I couldn’t bear seeing those bitches all over you,” she said quietly, glancing over at Reeve, who was politely looking the other way out of the window.

      “But it’s okay for Dante?” Jay said, looking back at her with raised eyebrows.

      Again, she was taken aback. “He can do what he likes … it’s up to him.” It wasn’t the same at all.

      Jay gave her his best sardonic look. “Look, I know Dante more than any other person alive.”

      “So?” she responded, feeling her blood begin to boil.

      “He knows you are punishing him for his other women.”

      “What?” she demanded, feeling slapped. Her eyes widened in disbelief, then looked down and wondered how a nice evening could have suddenly gone so pear-shaped.

      Jay shook his head and smiled. “He knew you were a tinderbox waiting to be lit … he lit the fuse and you reacted perfectly.”

      She looked down at her restless hands, intertwining them in her lap. No… No, he was wrong … surely. “What was he to gain from it, apart from the obvious – causing trouble between us?”

      Jay smiled at her patronizingly again. “He knows me better than that, Tia.”

      She stared back at him for a few moments. “What then?”

      “He got to punish you with the very thing you are punishing him for …”

      “So what are you saying?” she said, knowing he hadn’t said everything.

      Jay took a deep breath. “He got to show you I’m no saint.”

      

      Jay took no pleasure in being so blunt. It was blindingly obvious that she genuinely didn’t understand why she reacted the way she did. Unfortunately, her naivety made her really easy to play.

      With his final words, he watched her visibly shrink and retract into herself. Fuck, it felt like kicking a puppy. He hated himself sometimes, but Christian Dubonnetti’s parting words had continued to go round and round in his head ever since he’d heard them; he wouldn’t be able to help himself, he’d destroy Dante, and Tia would hate him for it. No, he had to find a way to get out and away from them all. He’d gone over and over it; it was the only thing he could do.

      Her voice dragged his attention back.

      “I’m sorry, Jay,” she said, wearily.

      Ah, fuck. “For what?” he said, a little too angrily.

      “For everything … I’ll take them to him tomorrow.”

      Jay was left staring at her a long time after she’d stopped speaking, trying to fathom her while she looked out of the window. The woman who had unconsciously dragged him out of the shithole of faceless, mindless sex with countless women and a festering legacy from his childhood, one from which he could never escape. And Christian Dubonnetti had known. Knew he was tainted and would contaminate and ruin all who he came into contact with.

      The nymphs tonight, they may not have been human, but what they represented was commonplace to him, and Dante knew him well, that he could never run from his past.

      Unfortunately, Tia didn’t. Not that side of him, anyway. And it wouldn’t be long until it raised its ugly head and shattered her white knight illusion of him. So Dante was right to show her, because for all his faults – and there were many – Dante loved her to distraction, and whether she cared to admit it or not, she loved Dante too, and they belonged together.

      Jay memorized every line and contour of her beautiful face, the face he’d never forget when he left her.
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      Top-security marine study facility, Key Largo, Florida, two years previously

      Isla had waited for two years for Malleven to come and save her from her living nightmare. In the beginning she’d just got flashes of memory from that night; mere glimpses. Then, over time, her strong mind had re-found the neural pathways and worked the whole thing out. Now her memory was totally restored.

      The man named Malleven had duped her as she was so young and naive, molested her and covered his tracks by trying to wipe her mind of the incident. Then sent her back to her miserable life, none the wiser to anything having happened – or so he thought. But because of her early mental telepathy training, he’d only managed to scramble, not wipe, her mind and after a short while she’d pieced it all together. He probably never intended to come back for her at all.

      Now she just simmered.

      Originally, the thought of meeting someone of her species, a male she could marry, was the sole thing that kept her going. Now it was a stone-cold determination to escape but, above all, to feel nothing for anyone. Malleven had firmly and finally closed the lid on any ideas of foolish emotion for her.

      Still stuck with her implant, her options for the time being were limited, but she wasn’t inactive. Every night, when her handler thought she slept, she used her mind to interfere with the surveillance camera in her sparsely decorated room and would search and plan escape routes around the study facility where she was imprisoned.

      Over the two years, she had memorized every door code, every lift access and every computer ID. She knew every walkway and every corridor. She had acquainted herself with every member of staff who’d left, retired, was new, or temporary, and their shift patterns.

      Everything was in readiness. For what? She wasn’t sure yet, but when it came, she would know and she would take her chances or die trying.

      Recently, and purely by accident, she had discovered a floor she never knew existed, a level below the one the deepest lift went to. It intrigued her as it was on the furthestmost reaches of the campus, almost at the sea’s edge, and no one ever went there.

      Tonight, she planned to investigate and had stolen a universal swipe card from one of her guards for the purpose. She was convinced that something really top secret must be kept there, as it was so remote. Tonight was going to be momentous, she could feel it.

      

      Isla went through exactly the same routine as she did every night. She worked out, completed the half-speed Kata her sensei had taught her to relax and centre herself, ate a light meal of fish and vegetables, and lay in her cot to sleep.

      She waited for two agonizingly slow hours to make sure her security guards took for granted that she would be asleep, and be playing cards and watching TV rather than concentrating on the monitor connected to the camera in her room.

      She centered her mental energy on it and watched as the wisp of smoke drifted up, showing that it had shorted. Then she crept to her door, clicked the lock to the mechanism on the outside and ran, quietly as a cat, along the corridor to the far reaches of the campus.

      Isla dodged every camera, and the ones she couldn’t she fuzzed. She went down in several lifts and through many airlocks until she came to the building that was of interest to her. Down to the level below the basement she had never been to.

      When she came out of the stairwell, the lighting was dim. It wasn’t an issue for her as her eyes worked better in poor light, as her pupils were over-dilated from spending long periods underwater. In fact, her eyesight in daylight was poor.

      The whole place was damp, suggesting that an aquatic animal was stored here. But what? She daren’t imagine. It was so top secret she wondered what experiments were carried out on the poor thing.

      Isla continued down the bare grey corridor, lit by dull emergency lighting at intervals along the ceiling. The sound of water dripping from a leak somewhere echoed and every so often, she could swear she heard a splash.

      She broke into a jog and headed to the furthest corner. That was the direction the noise and her instinct called her.

      Eventually, she slowed down towards the end of a corridor where the walls were joined by plate glass. She cupped her face up against it to see inside. It looked like a large pool enclosure, much the same as she’d seen in magazines that would house penguins or sea lions in any zoo or sea-life centre around the world. A far cry from the Perspex tank, no bigger than a plunge pool, she was forced into as an eight-year-old.

      Fake rocks were banked up towards the back and a wall of thick glass ran along the left-hand side of the room to another aquarium where you could clearly see dolphins swimming.

      Whatever was in this pool was large and had access to water and to dry land. She wondered what was housed there. All she could see was an empty pool.

      That was until a splash registered in the corner of her eye. What was that? Was it a fin?

      Something had definitely broken the surface. The water had lapped against the sides, proving it was fast, and she had distinctly seen a glimpse of something grey with a black marking on it.

      Isla was baffled and waited and waited for it to do it again. Nothing happened, but something was definitely in there and she had seen a small part of it, she was sure.

      Not wanting to get caught before she had satisfied her curiosity, she quickly studied the door and its locking mechanism, mapping it in her mind’s eye.

      She decided to come back the next night and go in.

      

      Ireland, present day

      Jay knocked on the door to the study at Ballygowan Castle. “Shh!” he whispered to the little ones at his feet.

      “Come in,” Dante’s voice came through the door.

      Jay slowly opened the door and poked his head inside. “I have some visitors for you.”

      Dante’s face lit up. “Send them in,” he said, in mock-seriousness.

      Xavier and Alexia pushed in past Jay’s legs. JJ was in his arms. They ran into the room, then stopped in the middle and looked at each other, not sure what to do next. Then they looked back at Jay for reassurance.

      Dante stood, overwhelmed for a second with emotion. He walked around his desk and went and stood directly in front of the two olive-skinned, dark, curly-haired little imitations of himself. The only difference was that they had eyes of emerald green.

      He looked down on them from his great height, so they had to crane their necks up to look at him. “Hello,” he said, still using his deep, official voice.

      “Hello,” they said in unison.

      Alexia was swinging her dress and fidgeting with shyness.

      “And who are you?” Dante said, desperately trying to keep the smile out of his voice.

      Xavier, much more confident, immediately introduced them both, poking Alexia in the chest, who scowled at her brother. “Ow!”

      “Do you know who I am?”

      “You’re the king,” Xavier said, with pride.

      “He’s Daddy,” Alexia said, getting ready to argue.

      “He’s king and daddy,” Xavier said, with satisfaction.

      Dante looked over at Jay with delight, a broad smile beaming.

      Jay couldn’t help but be moved at his oldest friend being presented with his little miniatures for the first time.

      Dante crouched down so he was on a level with them. “I’m really happy to meet you two,” he said, more softly.

      The two children each reached out and put the palm of their hand onto one of his cheeks and gazed at him with a look of concentration.

      Mystified, he looked over at Jay for an explanation.

      “They’re reading your thought patterns, you know, like the Murrs do? … I think they have to touch skin till they get good at it.”

      JJ, who had been watching the meeting from Jay’s arms the whole time, whimpered and struggled to get down and join his brother and sister.

      Jay knelt to put him on the floor and JJ pushed between his siblings, smacking a little hand on Dante’s mouth.

      Dante couldn’t help but laugh. “Hey, bruiser!  You can tell whose this one is … he’s already smacking me in the mouth,” he said, looking over at Jay.

      Jay laughed indulgently. “He’s got more of a temper than me.”

      Dante nodded and smiled at the boy. “Is he reading me, too?”

      “We don’t know yet. He may just be copying the other two.”

      JJ squealed. “Daddy … Daddy,” he said, pointing at Dante, then at Jay.

      Both men laughed at the ludicrous situation.

      “That’s right,” Dante said, grinning at him, pulling all three into a hug. “I think you have your answer there, Jay.”

      Dante motioned for Jay to sit on the sofa near him. “Where is she?” Dante asked, over the top of the kids’ heads.

      “Making arrangements with her mother to go to Murrtaine.”

      “She’s not?” Dante said, wide-eyed.

      Jay quickly shook his head. “No, I don’t think so. She reckons JJ has to go underwater regularly to see his Murr doctors and to keep his underwater capabilities.”

      Dante visibly relaxed.

      The children wandered off and quickly became distracted by knick-knacks in the room, which allowed Dante time to sit and talk to Jay.

      “She said you can keep Xav and Alex with you while she’s away if you want?” Jay said.

      “Yes, of course … I would love to get to know them,” Dante said, watching their little enquiring minds examine the things that interested them.

      “What about your girlfriends?” Jay said, raising an eyebrow.

      Dante laughed, but there was little mirth in it. “No, I’ve fu— got rid of them,” he said, realizing quickly he couldn’t curse in front of the children.

      Jay smiled but was surprised.

      “Nah … I sort of got bored, you know?”

      Jay thought briefly about their last meeting. It must have had a greater effect on his friend than he thought. Dante’s brief hint of vulnerability was quickly masked.

      “How was she … you know … after?” He could no longer look Jay in the eye.

      Jay sighed. “To tell you the truth … I was a bit hard on her.”

      Dante turned to him sharply, and he fixed him with a deep frown.

      “I just told her a few home truths … I …” Jay rubbed the back of his neck. It was still a sore subject to him. Fuck.

      Dante relaxed a little and just nodded, understanding perfectly. “Are you two okay now?”

      “No, not really. I think that’s the real reason she’s going to her mother’s.”

      “She has to pledge … I’ll know what’s going on with her then.”

      Jay nodded. He found that strangely comforting despite the obvious absurdity.

      

      Isla, two years previously

      The following evening, Isla carried out her usual routine to the letter. Then, after lying in her cot for two hours, she set off to find out what was in that pool. All the training in the world couldn’t stop her heart from pumping in anticipation as she made her way there.

      When she reached the plate-glass door, she recalled the map of the lock mechanism she’d stored in her mind’s eye, sent out a mental feeler and the lock buzzed and clicked open.

      She stepped into the room and shut the door again quickly in case it triggered an alarm somewhere else. Briefly, it occurred to her that the surveillance camera in the enclosure looked frazzled already. A creature as important as she believed it was should have better security.

      Isla proceeded slowly further into the room. The air felt surprisingly chilly. She was expecting the room to be balmy; she wasn’t sure why, but it told her it was a cold-water creature.

      While she pondered what it could be, she dragged her black T-shirt over her head and pulled down her black sweatpants and stepped out of them so she was left standing in a black one-piece swimsuit.

      After scanning the area one last time, just in case, she padded to the edge of the pool. Kneeling down, she rested on her arms and leaned over, looking intently into the clear blue water. All she could hear was a gentle lapping.

      A bang to the left made her jump. She lurched to her right in reflex, then realized it was a dolphin banging on the glass from the aquarium next door, having spotted her. “Go on, little one,” she said, and motioned with her hand for him to move away. She was jittery enough.

      Taking a deep, fortifying breath, she leaned over the side of the pool again and breathed out. She shook her head and opened her eyes and looked once more into the clear water. But there was nothing in its depths because he was standing right behind her and he was huge.
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      Isla, two years previously

      Fear needed time to register and he gave her none. Before she could turn round to face him, something like a sledgehammer slammed into her consciousness. She barely had time to put up her mental grills when she hit the water, with him landing on top of her.

      He pulled her straight down with him, slamming into her brain, image after image, and blow after blow. It was blood, carnage, fear and hate, all vying for prominence and battering her mental barriers.

      She opened her lungs, more from instinct than conscious thought, as she needed everything to defend the onslaught battering her mind.

      Over and over, he battered her until she could see her grills fracture and eventually break down, so the full power of his mental pictures began to hit her mind like an old cine reel. Everything was a picture of death, destruction and slaughter; young girls being ripped limb from limb and men’s hearts stabbed and throats bitten out. Each image came with a feeling that registered as fear, hate and sheer aggression.

      All her life, she had been a trained soldier, continually sharpening her skills, and she could honestly say, even in times of extreme danger, she had never been beaten. But today, at this exact moment, without a shadow of a doubt, she had been thoroughly beaten and battered down.

      Her arms and legs no longer flailed, and she felt herself being pulled along in the water by her hair. Every time she tried to gather her thoughts, he seemed to know, and another image bombarded her. Her shields were now completely gone. With the last slam, all she could do was to retreat to the corner of her mind to her peaceful place. The one her sensei had taught her to keep, and she reminded herself of the serenity it always gave her.

      The onslaught stopped.

      She’d stopped moving and was sure she was at the bottom of the pool. Feeling under her with her hands, she felt soft seaweeds. She was exhausted but continued to think of warm thoughts of her early childhood in Japan as though they were her last memory.

      Time passed and nothing else happened.  She risked opening her eyes slightly and looked quickly around her and saw she had been brought to a clearly purpose-built underwater cave. It was only slightly illuminated, so she could see well. When her eyes rested on him, she scrambled back until her back grazed against the jagged rocks of the cave walls.

      There, in front of her, was a manlike creature studying her quizzically. He had to be almost seven feet tall. He was smothered, from head to foot, in vivid black stripes overlaying his pale-grey skin. His black hair was long, almost to his waist and fanned out all around him. His obsidian black eyes were fixed on her curiously as if she were something he didn’t understand.

      Exhausted and resigned to being a prisoner and figuring if he was going to kill her, he would have done it by now, she relaxed and studied his black savage lines. They accentuated his high cheekbones and square jaw, and more ran from his shoulders, pointing inwards to his heart and skirted the ridges of his muscled stomach and disappeared around to his back. They zigzagged the length of his arms and legs. His dark eyes never left her.

      She would have pondered on their obvious similarities if she didn’t feel so utterly defenceless. Her head ached as his mental tentacles roamed her mind, and there wasn’t a damn thing she could do about it.

      

      Tia, present day

      Dante came to the great hall and halted. Tia stood with her back to him, facing the fountain, wearing nothing but a green bikini. Golden skin; even more so after her prolonged stay in Barbados, newly grown hair, beautiful slim figure; despite having three kids, always sent any sane thought southward.

      He shook his head and continued towards her, only stopping a few inches behind her.

      “I’m going to meet with my mother, Dante,” she said, before he spoke and without turning round.

      He smiled while he picked up a lock of her hair and bent his head and kissed her shoulder as soft as a whisper. “Are you still running from me, Tia?” He stepped up close to her while speaking and gently put his arms around her waist, breathing in her scent at her neck. “Thank you for bringing them. They are the most perfect and beautiful gifts anyone has ever given me.” He wanted to envelop her, knowing her avoidance was always because her resolve was weak.

      Tia turned into him and hugged him back, burying her face in his chest. His arms came around her and crushed her to him. He relished these times of surrender, knowing how dearly they cost her emotionally.
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Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.
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